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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
CORRESPONDENCE 

DEATH OF A YOUNG GERMAN POET 

Editor of Poetry: So far only one German poet has 
been reported as killed in the war — Georg Frakl. Frakl 
belonged to the new school in feeling, if not in form. His 
chief gift was his ability to select the salient qualities of a 
landscape and, by reproducing them with a few strokes of 
graphic and imaginative power, convey a rich yet subtle 
impression of the whole. In the death of Frakl German 
literature has lost a young poet of decided originality and 
promise. Charles Wharton Stork 

Mr. Stork, who is in the faculty of the University of 
Pennsylvania, translates as follows one of Frakl 's finest lyrics : 

WHISPERED IN THE AFTERNOON 

Feebly glints the sun's thin ray, 
From the tree the ripe fruit falleth, 
In the deep blue distance dwelleth 
Silence — 'tis an endless day. 

Sharp a shot the stillness cleaves, 
Prone to earth its victim bringing. 
Harsh refrain of brown girls singing 
Dies amid the fall of leaves. 

Dream-wings o'er God's forehead play, 
And He thinketh but in color. 
Shadows round the hill grow duller, 
Bordered by a dim decay. 

Twilight, drunken with repose; 
Sad guitar-notes trickle faintly. 
Back unto his lamplight saintly 
In a dream the wanderer goes. 
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